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w TO THE RIGHT 


worthy and noble Lady, the 
Counteſle of Shrewesbury. 


ql Hauc aduentured (mo$t no- 
A ble Lady with the wra5tlers 
ds 4 of Olympia,tho not to win, 
25) RSS\J/2*t to worke for the Gar- 

SN, © \ land ; the idgement of my 

| >=. « indu$try relyeth on your 
' Ladisbippe , who baue botb 
authoritie to conuttt , and knowledge to commend. 
I baue choſen you Madam among many , to be the 
Soueraigne and shee Mecznas of my toyle , be- 
cauſe I am aſſured, that the great report of your 
learning and vertue , (wberewith as yet it bath not 
pleaſed you to dignifie the world) muſt euen now be 
exemplified in mee , who dare promiſe as much 
n affection, 4s any other can performe in perfetti- 
A 3 0n 
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The Epiſtle. 
on, May it pleaſe you to looke and like of bomlie 
Phillis in ber Country caroling, & to countenance 
ber poore and affefttonate $ beepbeard, who promt- 
ſeth vnder the onely encouragement of ſo noble a 
Lady, to employ all bis be$t deſeignes, life, and Flu- 
dies, to your good [ykng. 


Your Ladiſhips moſt 


humble to commaund 


Tho: Lodge. 


The Induction. 
[ That obſcur'd haue fled the Sceane of Fame, - + 


[ntitling my conceits to nought but care, 

I that haue liu'd a Phenix in loues flame, 
And felt that death I neuer would declare; -: 
Now mount the Theater of this our age, + 


To plead my faith and Cuptds curſed rage. 


Oh you high ſp'rited Paragons of witte,' +  15rgn 
That flye to >fame beyond our earthly pitch, 
Whole ſence is ſound, whole wm are feat and fitte, 
Able to make the coyeſlt care to itch: ,..;- 
Shroud with your mighty wings chat movint ſo well, 
Theſe little loues, new crept from out the ſhell, 


And thouthe true Oflauiaof ourtime, 


Vnder whoſe worth ,beauty was neuer maithed, i: b, 4 V2 


The Genius of my Muſe and ragged rime, 

Smile on theſe little loues but lately hatched, 
Who from the wraſtling wayes haue'maderetreate, 
7 o pleade for life beforethy: iudgement ſeate!  '\ 


And tho the fore-bred brothers they haue had, ' 
(Who in theyr Swan-like ſonges, 
For all their (weet-thought ſighes had fortune bad, 


And twice obſcur'd in bis circle ſlept: _, 
Yettheſe (1 hope) vnder your kind aſpect; - 


(Moſt worthy -Lady) ſhall eſtape negle#. 
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The Induction, 
» And if theſe Infants ofmine artleſle %""Y 
| (Notbytheyr worth,but bythy worthineſle) 
A meane good liking ofthe learned gaine, 
My Muſe enfranchis'd from forgetfulneſle : 
Shall hatch ſuch breede in honour of thy name, 
As moderne Poets ſhall admire the ſame. 


As moderne Poets ſhall admire the ſame, 
I meane not you(you neuer matched men) 
V'Vho broughtthe Chaos of our tongue in frame, 
Through theſe Herculean labours Þ your pen: 
I meane the meane, I meane no men dwine, 
But ſuch whoſe feathers are but waxt like mine. 


F 


Goe weeping Truce-men in your ſighing weedes, 
Vnder agreat Mecenas Ihaue paſt you: 
Itſo you come where learned Colin teedes 
His louely flocke, packe thence and quickly haſte you; 
You are but miſtes before ſo bright aſunne, 
Who hath the Palme for deepe 1 invention wunne. 


Kifle Del:as hand for her ſweet Prophets ſake, 
'V'Vhole not affeted but well couched teares: 
Haue power, haue worth,a Marble minde to ſhake; 
Whole fame, no Iron- -age Or time out Weares. 
Then lay you downe in Phillis lap and ſleepe, 
- Vntill ſhe weeping read,and rf 7-0 weePpe. 


The Induction, 


that obſcurd haue fled the ſcheane of fame, 
| Lntithng my conceites tonoughtr bur care? 
I that hauc liu'd a Phenix in loues flame, 
And fcle that death I ncuer would declare: 
Now mount theTheater of this our age, 
To plead my faith and Cupids curſed rage, 


Ohyou high ſpiriced paragons of witre, 
T hat flyc to fame beyond our catthly pitch! 
VV hoſe ſence is ſound, whoſe wordes are featc and fitte, 
Ablcto make the coyeſt eareto itch; 
| Shroud with your mighty wings that mount ſo well, 
Theſelitclel oucs new crept from out the ſhell. 


 Andthou the'Aſcrean Poet of ourtime, 

Vnder whoſe ſtile conceitwas neuer matched: 

The Genius of my mule and ragged rime, 

Smile on theſe little loues bur latlic hatched: 
V Vho from the wraſtling waues haue made retreate, 
To pleadetor life before thy Iudgement ſeare, 


And thothe fore-bred brothers they haue had, 
(VVhointheir Swan-like ſonges Amintas wept) 
For all their (weer- thought Gobes had fortune bad, 
And twiſe obſcurd ja Cinthias circle ſlept: 
Yerttheſc I hope ynder your kinde aſpect, 
(Thow flower of knight-hood) = eſcape neglect, - 


{> Induction, 


And if theſe infants of mine artileſ{= braine, 

(Nut by their worth but by thy worthynes:) 

A mean? good liking of the learned gaine, 

My muſe cotranchiſ{d from forgerfulnes? 
Shall hatch tuch breede 12 honour of rhy name, 
As moaerne Poets ſhall admire the ſame. 


As moderne Poets ſhall admire the ſame, 
I meanenot you(you neuer matched men,) 
V Vho brought che Chaos ofour toung in frame, 
Through theſe herculean labours of your pen! 
I meane the meane, I meaneno mendeuine, 
But ſuch whoſe feathers are bur waxr like mine, 


Goe weeping truce.men in your ghing weedes, 
Vnder a great Mecenas I havepalt you: 
Itſo you come where learned Colin feedes, 
Hislowely flacke,pack thence and quicklic haſt you, 1 
You are but milſtes before {o bright a ſunne, I > 
'VVho hath the palme for deepeinucntion wunne, , 


KiſſeDelias hand for hir ſweet Prophets ſake, 

V Vhoſenotaffecrted bur well couchcd teares: : 

Have power, haue wotth a marble winderoſhaxe, !. 8 

V'Vhoſe fame no yron-age or time out weares: þ , 
Then lay you downe in Phillis lappe andfleepe, 

V ntill ihe weeping read and reading weepe, 
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Making aſh pnnge of winter 1n the yallies. 


Sonnet 


Phillis. £ 


Oh pleaſing thoughts, a pprentiſes of loue, 


Fore-runners of defire,ſweet Methridates 
The poiſon of my ſorrowes to remoue, 
VVith whom my hopes and fearefull oft debates, 
Inritch your {clues and me by your ſelfe riches, - 
(Whichare the thoughts you ſped on heaut bred beauty,) - 
Rowſe you my mule beyond our Poets pitches, 
And working wonders yet ſayallis duty. 
Vle you no Eglets eyes,nor Phenix feathers, ; 
To tower the heaue from whence heauens wonder fallies: '' 


For why your ſonne ſinges {\ weetly to hir wethers: 


Show tothe world tho poore and ſcant my 5killis, 
How ({weet thoughts bee,that are but thought on Phullts. 


Sonnet [], 


You ſacred Sea-nimphes pleaſantly diſporting, 
Amidit this watrie world,where now I faile: 
TFeneiloue,or louers ſad reporting, : 
Had power [iveet teares from your faire eyes to hayle: 
And you more gentle-hearted then the reſt, 
Vnder the Northren Noon-ſtede [weetly ſtreamung:; 
Lend thoſe moylt - of your chriſtall creſt, 
- + - Tegquench theflamesfrom my hearts AEtna ſteaming, 
| And thou kinSY 207 in thy trompet reliſh, 
The ruthfull accents of my diſcontent: 


That midſt this treauell deſolate and helliſh, 
Somegentle wind e that liſtens my lament. 


May prattlein the north in Pþllis ea res. : 


\Where Phillis wants Damon conſumes in teares. 


Sonnet T[ITT. 


In fancies world an Atlas hauelI beene, 
Where yet the Chaos of my ceaſleſle care: 
Is by tur etes vnpitied ard vnſcenc, 
[n whom all giftes but pity planted are. 
For mercie tho ſtill cries my moane-clad mule, 
And euery paperthat ſhe ſendes to beautie: 
[n tract of ſable teares bringes wotull newes, .Y 
Of my true hearckindethoughtsgnd loyall duetie. - J 
But ah the ſtringes of tur hard heart are ſtrained, 2 


Beyond the harmonie of my delires: 
And tho the happic heauens themſelues haue pained, 
Totamehir heart whoſe will fo farre aſpires, 

Yertſhe who claimes the title of worldes wonder, 
Thinkes all deſartzs to bace to brinz hir vnder. \ 


Sonnet © 3 


Long hath my ſufferance labored to inforce, 

' One pearle of pattie from hur prettie eyes, 

Whileſt I with reſtleſle riuers of remorſe, 

Haue bathde the bankes where my faire Phillis lies. 
The moning lines which weeping Ihaue written, 

And writing red vnto my rathfull ſheepe, 

And reading ſent with teares that neuer futten, 

Tomy loues Queene,that hath my heart in keepe: - 

pt Haue made my Lambkins,lay them downe and ſigh: 

But Phillis ſittes,and-reades,and cals them trifles: 

Oh heauens why clime not happie lines ſo high, 

To rent that ruthleſle heart,that all hearts rifles? 
None wrightes with truer faith, orgreater loue, 


YetoutalasI haue no power to move. | 


Sonnee YV, 


Ah pate and dying infant ofthe ſp ringe, 
How rightly now do I reſemble thee: 
Thatfelfeſame hard that thee from {talke did wringe, 
Hath rent my treaſt and robd my heart from mee. 
Yet ſhalt thou live, tor why thy native vigor, 
Sha!l thrive by wofull dew-droppes of my dollour: 
And from the woundes[I beare through fancies rigor, 
My ſtreaming blood ſhall yeeld thee crimſon colour. 
The rauiſht {izhes (that ceaſleſſe take their iſſue, 
From out the furneſſe of my heart inflamed:) 
To yeeld you laſting ſprings ſhall never muſle you, 
So by my plaints, and paines, you ſhall be famed 
Let my hearts heat, and code, thy crimſon noriſh, 


Ard by my {orrowes let thy beautie lorifh. 
It 


Sonnet VI, 


Itis not death which wretched men call dying, 
Butthat is very death which I endure: 
When my coy lookinz Nimph(hir grace enuyiug,) 
By fata]l frownes my domage doth procure, 

It is not life which we for life approue, 


But that is life when on hir woul-ſoft pappes, 
I ſeale ſweet kiſſes, which do batten loue: 
And doubling them do treble my good happes. 


T is neither loue the ſonne,nor loue the mother, 
Which louers praiſe and pray to;but that loue is: 
Which ſhe 1n eyc and [1n heart do ſmother, 

Then muſe not tho [ glory in my mille. 
Since ſhe who holdes my heart,and mein durance, 


Harth life,death,loucand all in hr procureance. 


JV 


Sonnet VII. 


How languiſheth the Primroſe of loues garden? 
How trill hir teares th'Elixar of my ſences: 


| Ambitious ſicknes,what doth thee ſo harden, 


Oh ſpare and plague thou me for hir offences. 


Ah Roſes, loues faire Roſes do not languiſh, 
Bluſh through the milk-white vaile that holdes you couer- 


Ifheate or colde may mitigate your anguiſh, —  ( ed. 

Ile burne,lle frize, but you ſhall be recouered. | 
Good God would beautie markenow ſhe is craſed, 

How but one ſhower of fickneſſe makes hir tender: 

Hir Judgmentes then to marke my woes amazed, 


To mercy ſhould opinions fort ſurrender: 
And I (oh would,I mught,or would ſhe ment 1t,) 


Should herrie loue,who now in hart lament it. 
NO 
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AS 


- Sonner AILII 


No ftarreshireyes to clecre the wandering night, 
Burſhiainz ſuaaes of trac diuinitye: 
That make che ſo.ule conceiue hir perteR light: 
No waaton beauties of hum anitie 
Hirprettie browes, but beames that cleare the fight 
Oihim that ſeekes the true Philoſophie: 
N- Corrall is hirlippe, no roſe hir faire, 


Bat euen that crimſon that adornes the Sunne 


No Nimph is ſhe, but miſtreſle of the ayre, 


By whom my gloriesare but newe beguunne, 
But when Itouch and taſt as others do, 
I then ſhall wright and you ſhall wonder to. 


C 


Sonnet LK 


The dewic-Roſeatemorne had with hir haires, 

In ſundcrie ſorts the Indian Clime adornd: 

Aud now hur cies apparrailed in teares, 

The loſle of louely M emnon long had moornd, 
When as ſhe ſpide the Nimph whom Iadmaire. 

Kembinge hir locks,of which the yelow golde, 

Made bluſh the beauties of hir curled wire, 

Which heauen it ſelfe with wonder might beholde. 

Then redd with ſhame, hir reuerend locks ſhe rent, 


And weeping hid the beauty of hur face, 


The flower of fancie wrought {uch diſcontent: 
The ſighes which midſt the aire ſhe breathd a ſpace, 
A three daies ſtormie tempelt did maintaine, 


Hir ſhame afare,hur cies a (welling raine. 


Sonnet X. 


Therumor runnes that heere 11 I ſis {\wimme, 


Such ſtately Swannes ſo confidentin dying; 
That when they feele them ſelues neere Lethes brimme, 


They ſingtheir fatalldirge when death is nighing. 
AndlIlike theſe that,feele my woundes are morrall, 
Contented dye tor hir whom [ adore: 
| Andin my ioyfull himnes doſtill exhort all, 
To die for ſucha Saint or loue no more. 
Notthat my torments,or hir tirame. 
Inforce me to enioyn2 {o hard a taske, 
But for I know,aud yeeld no reaſon why, 
But will them trie that haue defireto aske. 
As loue hath wreathes his pretty cies to ſecle, 
So loucrs mult keepe ſecret what they fecle 


| Bidsreaſan watch to ſcape the ſhoales of loue: 


Sonnet Xl. 
My fraile and earthly barke,by reaſons ouide, 


(Which holdesthe helme,whilſt wil doth'weilde the faile:) 


By my deſires(the wind@of bad betide,) 

Hath faild theſe worldly Seacs with ſmall auaile. 
Vaine obiectes ſerue, for dreadfull Rockesto quaile, 

My brittle boate from hauen of life that flies 

To haunt the Sea of mundane mileries: © 

My ſowle that drawes Impreſſions from above, © + - | 
And viewes my courſc,and ſees the windes aſpire, 


- A 


But lawles will enflamd with endleſſe ire 


7 8s 


' Doth ſteerem poope whuleit reaſon dothretire. 


The ſtreames increaſe lones waues my barcke do fall, 
Thus are they wrackt that guide their courſe by wall. 


Ah 


XR II. 


Sonnet 


Ahtrees why fall your leaues ſo faſt? 
Ah Rocks where are your robes of moſle? 
Ah flockes, why ſtand youall agaſt? 
Trees,rocks,and flocks, whatare you penſiue for my lofle? 
The birdes me thinkes,tunc nought but moane, 
The windes breath nought but bitter plaint, 
The beaſts forfake their dennes to groane, (ersattaint? 
Birdes, windes,andbeaſtes, what doth my loſle your pow- 
Floodes weepetheir ſpringes aboue their boundes, 


And Eccho wailes to ſee my woe, 


The roabe of ruth doth cloath the groundes: 
Floodes,Eccho, groudes,why do youal theſe teares beſtow? 


T be trees,the rockes,and flockes replie, 
T he bredes,the wandes,the beaſtes report, 
Floodes, Eccho,groundes,for ſorrow crie, 


I'Ve grieuc ſuice Phillis null inde Damons loue conſort. 
Loue 


; Sonnet XIII. 


Loue guidesthe roſes of thy li PPes, 
And flies about them like a bee: 


IfT approch he forward skippes, 
And if I kiſle he ſtingeth me. 


Loucin thine eyes doth build his bower, fe JOY, 
And ſleepes within their pretrie ſhine: | 
And if | looke the boy will lower, 

And from their orbes ſhootes ſhattes deune, 

Loue workesthy heart within his fire, 


And in my teares doth firmethe ſame: 

And ifI tempt it will retire, 

And of my plaintes doth make a game. 
Loue let me cull hir choyceſt flowers, 

And pittie me,and calme hur eye, 

Make ſoft hir heart,diſſolue hur lowers, 

Then wiltI praiſethy dictic. 
But if thou do not loue,lle trulye ſerue hir, 
In ſpight of thee,and by firme faith deſerue tur. 

C4 
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Sonnet XIIIT, 


[ wroat in Mirrbaes barcke,and as I wroate, 


Poore Mirrba wept becauſe I wroat forſaken: 

T'was of thy pride [ſoong in weeping noate, 

When as hir leaues great moane for pittic maken, 
The falling fountaines from the mountaines falling, 

Cride out ah-las,fo faire and bee fo crue!; 

And Babling Echo neuer ceaſed callinge, 

Phillis diſdaine js fate for none but truthleſle. 

_ Theriſing pines wherein Thad cngraued, 

Thy memorie conſulting with the winde: 

Are trucemen to thy heart,and thoughts deprauecd, 

And fay thy kind ſhould not bee ſo vnkinde. 

But(out ah-las)lo fell1s Phillis pheerlefle, 

That ſhe hath made hir Damon welnie tearleſle. 
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XV. 


Sonnet 


My Phillis hath the morning ſunne, 
At fiſt to looke vppon tur. 
And Phillis hath morne-waking birdes, 
Hir riſinges for to honour, 
My Phullts hath prim e-feathered flowers, 
That ſmile when ſhe treades on them, 
And Phill:s hath a gallant flocke, 


Thatleapes ſince ſhe doth owne them. 
But Phull;s hath ſo hard a heart, 


Al-las that ſhe ſhould haue it. 


As yceldes no.mercie to defart, | | ; 


Nor grace to thole that craue tt: 
Sweet-ſunne when thou lookeſt on, 
Pray hir regarde my moane. 
Sweet birdes when youſing to hur, 
To yeeld ſome pittie wooe hir. 
Sweet flowers when as ſhe treades on, 
Tell hir.hir beautie deades one: 
And fin life hir loue,ſhe millagree me, 
Pray tur before I die,ſhe will come lec me, 
D 


AVI. 


Sonnet 


[ part but how? from1oy,from hope, from life, 
Tleaue but whom? loues pride,wits pompe, harts bliſſe, 


I pine for what? for griefe,tor thought, for ſtrife: 
T faintand why?becauſe I ſee my miſle, 
Oh ceaſleſle paines that neuer may be toulde, 
You make me weepe as I to water would, 


Ah wearie hopes in deepe obliutous ſtreames, 
Goe ſeeke your graues,fince yon haue loſt your groundes, 


Ah penſiue heart ſecke out hir radiant gleames, 
For why thy bliſſe is ſhut within thoſe boundes? 


Ah traiterous cies to feeble infor fight, 


Growe dimme with woe,that now muſt want your Iioht. 
I part trom blifle to dwell with ceafleſle moane, 
I part from life,fince I from beauty part, 
I part from peaceto pine in care alone, 
I part from eaſe to dye with dreadtull ſmart.” 
I part(oh death; )for why this world cuntaines, 
More care,and woe then with diſpaire remaines, 
Oh loath depart wherein ſuch ſorrowes dwell, 


Ax all conceites are ſcant the ſame to tell. 


Sonnet XVIL 
Ah flecting wezle,ah ſlice deluding ſleepe, 


That in one moment giueſt me 1oyeand paine: 
How doe my hopes diſfolue to teares in vaine? 
As wount the Snowes, fore angric \unne toweepe?, 
Ah noyſome life that hath no weale in keepe 
My torwat d griete hath forme and working might 
My pleaſures hke the ſhaddowes take then flight: 
My pathe to bliſle is tedious lopg and ſteepe. 
Twiſc happie thou Endemicn that embraceſt,” 
The live-long night thy loue within thine armes:; 
Where thou fond dreame my longed weale defaceſt 
\Whiteſt fleeting and yncertaine ſhaddes thou placelt | 


Before my cies with falſe deluding charmes. 
Ah inſtant ſweetes which do my v heart reuiue, 
How ſhould I 1oy it you were true aliue; 


Sonnet X VII. 


As where two raging venomes are yuitegl, 
(\hich ofthemſelues diſſeuered life would ſeuer; ) 
The Gickly wretch oflickneſle is acquited, 

Which elſe ſhould die,or pine in torments cuer. 
So fire, and (roſt, that h»lde my heartin ſeaſure, 


Reſtore thoſe ruines which themſclues haue wrought, 

Where ifa part they both had had their pleaſure, 

The earth long ſince; hir fatall claime had cought. 
Thus two vnited deathes, keepe me from dying, 

I burne in Ice, and quakeamidſtthe fire: 

No hope mideſt theſe exteames or fauour ſpyinge, 

Thus loue makes me a Martirin his yre. 


So that both colde and heate do rather feed, 
My ceaſleſſe paines,then any comfort breeds. 


Sonnet © XIX; 


Thou tiranizing Monarcke thatdoſt tire, 
My loue-ſicke heart through thoſe aſſaulting eyes, 
That are the lampey y which lightea my deſire, 
If nought but deatli! furic may -ſuffſe: 

Not for my peace,but for thy pleaſure bee 1 it, 
T hatPhillis,wrarhfull Phillis that repines me, 
All grace but death; may daine to comeand ſee it, 


And ſeeing greeuc,at that tatwhich ſhee aſs1gnes m me. 


This en boone forall my motel bane, 


I craue and crie for,at thy mercye ſeate; 
That when hir wrath a faithfull heart hath ſlaine, 


And foule is fled,and body reft of heate: 
She might perceive how much ſhe might cm 


That had my life ,and death, withia hur hand. 
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Sonnet i A Ne 


Some praiſe the lookes,ard others praiſe the lockes, 


- 


Of their faire Queenes, in love wi th curious wordes; 
Some laud the breaſt where loue his treaſure locks, 


Alike the eie that life and loue aftordes. 


But none of theſe fraile beauties and vnſtable 
Shall make my pen ryot in pompous ſtile: 


More greater giftes ſhall my graue mule enable, 


*Whereat ſeuerer browes ſhall neuer ſmile. 
I praiſe ir honny-ſweeter eloquence, 


Which from the fountaine of true wiſdome floweth: 
Hir-modeſt meane that matcheth exelence, 
Hir matchleſſe faith which from hir ver tue groweth: 


And could my ſtile hir happic vertues cquale, 


]Tijmehad no power hir olories to enthrale. 


Epglooa Prima Dem ides Damon, 


Ow ſourgeof winters wracke is welnie ſpent, 
And ſunne ginneslooke more longer 01 our clime, 
And carth no more to ſurrow doth conſent, i255 3h 
V Vhy bcene thy lookes foriornethat yiewethe prime? 

V nneth thy flackes may feed to ſee thee faint, 

Thou loſt, they leane,and both with woe attain, 


Demades 


= 
A 
| 
/ 
Ed ' 
- 


| F- 


Forſhame caſt off theſe diſcontented lookes, 

For griefe doth waight one life, tho neucr ſought, 

(So Thenot wrote admir'd for Pipe and bookes: ) i 

Then to the ſpringe attemper thou thy thought, 3 
Avnd ler adnice reare vp thy drooping minde: 
And leaueto weepe thy woes ynto the winde, 


* ca 


Damon. 4h Demades no woundertho I waile, 
For cuen the ſpring 15 winter vnto me, | 4 
Looke as the ſunnethe catth doth then auaile, | "= 
V Vhen by his beames,hir bowels warmed bee? | 
Euen ſoa Saint more (unne- bright in hir ſhining, 
Firſt wrought my weale,now haſts my winters pining, 


V Vhich louely lampe withdrawne from my pooreeyes, | 

Both partes of carth,and fire-drownd vp in woe? 'S 

In wintcr dwell:my ioy my courage dies, We 

My lambes with me that doe my winter Knowe? w” : 
For pitty ſcornethe ſpring that nycth neere, Ss 
And pine to (ce, their. Maſters piniog cheere, 


The roote which yeeldeth (appe vntothetree, 
Drawes trom the earth the meancsthat makes it ſpring: 
Andby the ſap the ſiens foſter cdbee, 

All from the {unne haue comfort and increafmg: 

And that fairecie that Iighres this earthly ball, 

Kiiles by depart,and necting cheercth all, 


As rooteto tree ſuch is my render heart, | 
V Vhoſe ſappe is thought, whole braunchesare content; 
' And from my ſoule they drawe their ſweet or ſmarre, 
| And from hir cic,my ſoules beſt life is lene, 
» Vyhich heauenly eye that lightes both carth and aire, 
Quels by depart andquickens by repaire, 


Damutes,Giue periodeto the proceſle of thy plain, 
þ. day Damon witty in ſelte-greeuing: 
> Tend thou thy flockes,let tyrant loue attainr, 
 Thoſetender heartes that make their louc their liuing, 
" 2» as kinde time keepes Phillis rom thy fight , 
oler preuention banith fancic quite, 


C aſt hencethis Idle fucl of deſire, 
| That feedeR®ar flame wherein thy heart conſumeth: 
Let reaſon ſchoole thy will which doth alpire, 
And counſel! coole impatience that preſumerh: 
Driue hence vaine thoughres which are fond loues abetters, 
For he that ſeckes his thraldoome merityferters, 


The 
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The vaine Idea of this dietie l . 
1ult at the teate of thine Imagination? 
V Vas bred brought, vp by thine owne vant; . 
Y V hoſe becingthou mayeſt curſe from the creation; 

And ſo thou liſt, thou maicſt as ſoone forger loue, 

As thou at fir{t didſt fathion and beget loue, 


Damon,Peace Demades peace (heep-hearddo nar tempt me, 
The ſage-raught wiſe may {peake thus,but nor practiſe: 
Rather from life,then from my lone exempt me, 
My happicloue wherein my weale and wracke lies: 
V Vhere chillie age firſt letr !oue, and ficlt loſt hir, 
There youth found loue,likt louc, and love did foſter, 


Not as Ambitious of their ow ne decay, 

But curious to equall your fore-deedes: 

So tread we now within your woonted way, 

\V c find your fruites of indgementes and their ſeedege * 
V Ve know you lou'd, andlouing learne that lore, 
You ſcorne kind loue,becauſc you can no more; 


Tho from this pure refiner of the thought, 
Theglcanings of yourlerninges haue you gathred 
Your hues had beene aborriue bace and nought, 
Excepr by happic loue they had beene fathered, 
Then ſtill che (waine,for I will {till avowe it: 
They haue no wittenor worth that dil-alow ie. |_ 


T hen to renewe the ruines of my teares, 

Be thou no hinderer Demades I pray thee, 

1i my loue l1ghes, grow tedious 1n thine cares, 

Flye me, that flye trom ioy,7 liſt not ſtay thee, 
Morne !hcepe,meroe lambes,8 Damon wil weep by your 
And when / (zh come home ſweete Philliscry pau, * 


E C Ome 


- 


Come home ſweete Phillis. for thine abſence cauſeth 
A flowealeſſe prime-tide in theſe drooping medewes, 
To puſh his beauties foorth each primroſe pauſcth, 
Our Lillics and ourRoſes like coy widowes 

Shut in their buddes their beautics, &.bemaane them, 
Becauſe my Phillisdorh-not{mile vpon them, | 


a 


The trees by my redoubled (ighes long blaſted, 

Call for thy balme-{weete breath-and ſunnie eyes, 

To whom all natures comforts ate hand-f:ſtcd, 

Breath, looke on them, and they ro life atiſe- 
They hayenew liveries with each [mile thou leadeſt, 
Anddroope with me, when thy faire brow thou bendeſt, 


I wooe thee Phillis with more carneſt weeping, 
Then N7obe for hir dead iſſue ſpent, 
 1pray thee Nimph who haſt our (pring inkeeping: 
Thou miſtreſſe of our lowers and my content, 
Come home and glad our Meades of winter wearie, 
And makethy wotull Damon blith aod merric, 


ElſewillT captive all-my hopes agaive, 
Andſhutthem vp in priſons ot diſpaire : 
And weepe ſuch teatcs as ſhal deſtroy this plaine, 
And ſigh ſuch fighes as ſhall Eclipſethe aire. 
And cry ſuch cries as lone that heares my crying, 
Shall fainrand weepe for gricte,and fall a dying. 


My little world hath vow'd no ſunne hall glad it, 

Pxceptthy little wor!d her light diſcover, 

Ot which heavens would growe proud tf ſo they had it, 

Oh hou 7 feare leaſt abſent 7ove ſhouldelouc her, 
Tteare it Phillzs, fot he never ſawe one, 


That had more beauen-.{weet lookes to lure & awe one, 


' 


I (reate to theeall-ſeeing ſoveraine, 
Rowling heauens circles ronnd about our center? 
Except my Phill:s ſafe re rurnc againe, | 
No.ioy to heart,no meate to mouth (ball enter, 
All hope(bur future hope co be renouned, 
For weeping Phillis)ſhall in teares be drowned. 


Demades, How large a ſcope lendes Damowto his moane, 

V Vaſting thoſe treaſures of his happy-witte; : 

Inregeſtring his wofull woe-begone? 

Ah bende thy Muſe to matters farremore fitte: 
For time ſhall come when Phillis 1s interd, 


' That Damon (hall confeſſe thar he. hath erde .. 


YP hen natures riches ſhal (by time difſolued) 

Call theeto {ce with more 1udiciall eye; 

low Phillis beauties are to duſt reſolued, 

Thou then ſhalt askethy (elfe rhe reaſon why 
Thou wert ſo fond,fince Phillis was fo fraile, 
To praiſc ler giftes that ſhould ſoquickly faile? 


Haue mercie on thy ſelfe ceaſe being idle, 
Let reaſon claime and gaine of will his homage? 
Raine1n theſe bratn-ſicke thoughts with iudgements bridle, 
A ſhort preuthtion tielp2s a mighty domage, 
It Paillisloae,lous hir, yerloue hirſo;.. 
Tharit ſhe lye,thou maicſt loucs fire forgo, 


Play with the fire, vet die not in theflame, 
Show paſſions In thy wordes,butnotin heart? | 
Leaſt wheathou think'it ro bring thy thoughtes in frams 
7n0u prone thy (eife a priſoner by thine Arte, 
Play with theſe babes of loue, as Apes with Glaſſes, 
And put no truſt 111 feathers, winde, or lallcs, 


Ez | Ni 


Da ,Did not thine age yeeld warrantiſe(olde man) 
Impatience would 1nforce me tooffend thee, 

Meliſt notnow thy froward {kill roſcanne, 

Yer will I pray that lotie may mend orend thee, 

-* Spring flowers,ſca-tides,carth grafle,ſkie ſtars ſhal baniſh, 
Before the thoughres of loue or Phillis vaniſh, 


So get the gotit andfold thy tender ſheepe, 

For lothe greate Autumedonof day: 

In 1fis ſtreame his golden lockes doth ſtcepe, 

Sad Eucn her duſkie mantle doth difplay? 
Lighr-fly ng toulesrhe poſts of night diſport them, 
Andcheerfull looking eſpe doth conſort them. 


Come you my carcfull flacke fore-pgoeyour maiſter, 
Ne folde you vp and atter fall a ſighirg, 
YPordes have no worth my ſecret woundes to-plaiſter, 
Nought may refreth my ioyes but Fhills nighing., 
Farewell ole Demades, DE. Damontarewell, 
How gainſt 2durſe doth hcadlong youth rebell, 


Ah 


AnElegie. 


' A hcruelwindes why c:1| you hence away: 
| A YY hy make you breach betwixr my ſovle and mee} 
Ye trayrerous floodes why nll your floatcsdelaie, 

7ntill my lateſt moanes diſcourled bce? | 

For tho yceſalte ſca-Gods with hold the raigne: 

Ot all your floates, And gentle winces beltill; 

yyhile I haue wept ſuch reates, a3 might reſtraine 

T he rage of tides and windes againſt then will, 

Ah ſhall I loſe yourſghtbright ſhining cyes? 

And muſt my toule his lite and glory leauc? 

Muſt 7 forſake the bower where ſolace hucs, 

7o truſt ratiekle tares that ſti}! decetue? 

© 4h-las ſo willes the wanton Quecne ofchaunge, + 
hat cach'man rract this laboriath of life, 

#7 ith ſlippery ſteps, now wrongd by fortune ſtrange, 
*Now drawne by counſell from the maze of ſtrife? 

© th ioy no ioy becaule ſoſo ſoonethou flecteſt, 
Houres, dayes,and times inconſtant in yourbeczng, 

Ob life,no life ſince with ſuch chaunce thou meereft, 

Oh eies,no cies fince you mult looſe your ſceing; 

Spulc bee thouſad,difſoluethy living powers, 

To chriſtall reareg,and by their pores expreſle, 

The grietc, that my deſtreſied ſoule deroures:; 

Cloath thou my bady all un heavinelle, 

My ſonnes appeard faire ſmiling tull of pleaſure] 

But now theyale of abſcnceouer cloudesrhem: 

T hey fed my heart with ioyes exceeding meaſure 

VyYhich now ſhaldy,finceablcace needs muſt ſhroud them 
Yeadie,oh death, ſweerdeath,vouch{afe that bleſſing, 

T hat 7 may dic the death whileſt ſheregardeth, 

For ſweet weredeath and ſweere, were deathes oppreſsing, 
1tthelooke 0a who all my life awardcth. 


FE; Oh 


Oh thou that art the portion of my ioy, 

 Yernot the portion,for thou artthe prime: 
Suppoſe my griefes,conceiuc the deepe anoy, 

That wounds my ſoule vpor this ſorrye time: 

Palcis my face,and in my pale confeſſes, 

The paine | ſuffer, ſince / needes muſt leaue thee, 

Redde are minecyes through tcares that them opprelles, 

Dul'd arc my ſpritsſincefates do now bereue thee, 

And now,ah now,my plaiatcs are quite preuented, 

The windes are faire the (ailes arc hoylſed hic, 

The Anckcrs waid,and-now quitediſcontented, 

Gricteſo ſubdewes my hart as it ſhould dyc, 

A faint farewell, with trembling hand I render, 

And with my teares my papers are diſtained, 

W hich cloſed yp,my heart in them 7 render, 

To tell thee how at parting / complained, 

Vouchſafe his meſſage that doth bring farewell, 

And for my ſakeler him with beautic dwell, _ 


Moſes: 


| 


Thurſis Egloga Secunda, 


1M uſes helpe me, ſorrow ſwarmeth, 

Eyes are fraught with ſeas of languiſh; 
Heame hope my ſollace harmeth, 
Mindes repaſt is bitter anguiſh, 


|, _ 


Eyc of day regarded neuer, 

C crtainetruſt,in world yntruſty, 
Flattering hope beguileth cucr: 
V Veary olde,and wanton luſtic, 


Dawne- of day beholdes inthroned, 
Fortunes darling,proude and dreadleſſe: 
Datkelome nightdoth hearc h:m moaned, 
V V ho before was rich and necdleſle, 


Robb theſphre of lines vnited, 
Makea {odaineyoide in nature: 


Fercethe day to bee benighted, 
Rcaue the cauſe of eimeand creature, 


Ere the world will ceaſeto varie, 
This I weepeforthis7 ſorrow, 
Muſes if you pleaſeto tarty, 
Further helpes I meane to borrow, 


Courred once by fortunes fauour, 
Compaſt now with enuics curies: 
Al\ my thHoughts of ſorrow ſaver, 
Hopes tunne flectipg bke the ſourſes, 


E 4 (4y 


(Ay me)wanton {corne hath maimed, 
Al rhe ioy my heart entoved;: | 

* Thoughtes theirthinking have diſclaimed, 
Hatc my hopes hath quite anoycd, 


Scant regard my wea:c hath ſcanted, 
Looking coy hath torſt my lowering: 
Nothing likt whete nothing wanted, 

V Veddcs minecycs to ceaſclefle ſhowering, 


Former loue was once admired, 

Preſcnt fauour is eſtranged, 

Loath the pleaſure long defired, 

Thus both men and thoughtes are changed. 


Louely ſwaine with luckie guiding, 
Once(ebut now no more [o fricnded) 
| "'Thoumy flockes haſt had in miaSmge, 
From the morneull day vas er5ded 


Drinkeand fodder foode and fouldmg, 
Had my lambes and ewcs together 

I with them was ſtill beholding, 

Both ia warmthaud wintcr weather. 


Now they languiſh ſince refuſed, 

Ewes and lambes are paind w:thp'aing 
1 with ewcs and lambes confuſcd, 
Ailypro our deathes decelynmg,'! 


Silenc2lcaue thy caue obſcured, 
Daine adoltull (waine totender, 
Though diſdaincs 7 haue enduredy 


Ye f ain NN Arenc nfAender, 


phillips ſonne canne with his finger, 
Hide his ſcarreit isſo little: 


Lutlefinne a day tolinger, 
V Viſc men wanderin aTitrle, 


Thrifcles yer my ſ[waine hane turned, 
Though my ſunne he never ſhoweth: 
Though I wcepeI am not mourned, _ 

Though I want no pittie groweth, | 


Yet for pittic loue my tnuſes, 
Gentleſtlence be their couer? 
They muſt leaue their wonted ves, 
Since 1 leaue to bee a louer, 


They (hall liue with thee incloſed, 
I will loath my pen and paper: 

Arte ſhall ncuer be ſuppoſed, 
Sloath ſhall quench the watching taper, 


Kiſle them ſilence, kifle them kindly 

Though T leaue them,yer 7 loue them: 
Though my wit hauec led chem blindly, 
Yertmy ſwatuedid once approuethem, 


I will traucll ſoylesremoned, 
Night and morrowe ncuer weriez 
Thou ſhalt hacborthat7loned, 


1 will loue that makes me werye, * 


If perchaunce the ſheepe ſtcayerh, 
In thy walkes and ſhades vubauated; 
Tell the reene my heart berrayeth, 
How neglect my ioyes hath daunted. 


XXI, 


Yonnet 


% 


Yeheraules of my heart,mine ardent Froancs, 


O teares which gladly would burſtutto brookes, 


Oh ſpent on fruitlefſe ſande my ſurging moanes, 


Oh thoughtes enthrald vnto care-boading lookes. 
Ah iuſt laments of my vnuuſt diſtreſſe, 


Ah fond defires whom reaſon could not guide, 


Oh hopes of loue that intimate redrefſle, 
Yet proue the load-ſtars ynto bad'beride, 


When will you ceaſeor ſhall paine neuer ceaſing,, 
Seaze on my heart?oh molifie your rage, 
Leaſt your aſſaukes with ouer {witf increaſing, 
Procure my death, or cal] on timeleſſe age. 
What if they d»2chey ſhall but feeds the fire, 
Which I hauc kindied by my fond delire. 


X X11. 


Sonner 


Faire art thou Phillis,I ſo faire({weet mayd) 


As nor the ſunne, nor Ihaue ſeene moretaire, 
Forinthy cheekes ſweet roſes are embayde, 


And golde more pure then gold dothguildethy haire. 
Sweet Bees haue hiu'd theit hony on thy tongue, 
And Hebe [pic't hir Necter with thy breath: 
About thy necke do alithe graces thronge, 
And lay ſuch baites as mlohe cntangle death 
In ſuch a breaſt what ad would not be thrall? 
From ſuch {weet armes who would not wiſh kralel 
Atthy faire handes who wonders not af all, 
\Vounder jtleltethrough ignorance embaſcs? 
Yet nauthelefle tho wo Wl eiftes you call theſe, 
My faith 1s farre more wondertullthen all theſe, 


* Sonnet XXIIq. 


Burſt burſt poore/heart thou haſt no longerhope, 
Captive mite eyes viitoerernallleepe, 
Letall my ſences hane no'further ſcope, 
Ler death be lord of me and all my Theepe. 

For Philits hath betrothed fierce difaine: 
That makes his mortall mantion in hir heart, 
And though my tonge haue longtime taken paine, 
Tolue devonks and wed ir to 4efart 

She will not yeeld, my wordescanhaue no power, 


Sheſcornes my faith.the laughes at my fad ayes, 
She filles mytoule witlh idler ceaſing lower, 


Who falt the world with voliumes of hir praiſe: 
Infuchextreames what wretch can ceaſe to crate. 


His peacefrom Acath, who cms no'mercy {hanic: + 
| No 


Sonnet XXIITI. 


No glory makes meglorious orglad, 
Nor pleaſure may to pleaſure me diſpoſe, 
Ne comfort can reuiue my ſences lad, 
Nor hope cnfranchiſe me with one repoſe. 

Nor in hir abſence taſt I one delight, 
Norin hir preſence am I well content, 
Was neuer time gaue tearme to my diſpight, 
Nor toy that dried the teares of my lament: 

Nor holde I hope of weale in memonie, 
Nor haueI thoughtto change my reſtleſle griefe, 
Nor doth my conqueſt yeelde me ſouerainetie, 
Nor hope repoſe, nor confidence, relicfe. 

For why ſhe ſortes hir frownes and fauoures ſo, 


As when 1 Fatne or loole I cannot know: 


A XV, 


I wage the combat with two mightie focs, 
 Whichare moreſtrong then I ten thouſand folde, 


Sonnet 


The one is when thy pleaſure I do loſe, 
Theother, whenthy perſon Thc holde: 

In ſecing thee a ſwarme of loues confound me, 
And cauſe my death in ſpight of my reſiſt, 
And ifI ſee thee not thy want doth-wound nie, 
For in thy ſight my comfort doth confilt. 


The one 1n me continuall care createth, 


The other doth occaſion my deſire; 


The one the edge of all my ioy rebateth, 
The other makes me a Phenix in loues fire 


Sothat I grieue when I enioy your preſence, 


And dye for griefe by reaſon of your abſence. 


Sonnet AXVI 


Ileteachihze loely Þ billis,what loueis, 
It 5a yition ſeeming luch as thou 
Thar flies as faſt as it aſſaultes mine cies; 
is aftection.that.doth reaſon muſle; 
Tris a ſhape of plealure like to you, 
Which meetes the eie,and ſeene on ſodaine dies, 
Itis a doubled gricte aſparke of pleaſure, 
Begot by vaine defjre;and this is loue, 
Whom in our youth we count our clueteſt treaſure 
In age for want of power we do reproue: 
Yeaſuch a power is louc, whoſe lofle is paine,, 
And hauing got him we repentour gaine, 
F 4 Faire 


- Cornet XX Vit; 


Faire eyes whileſt fearctull I your faire admure, 


By vnexpreſled ſweetnes that I gaine, 
My memory of ſorrow doth expire, 
And faulcon like I rower ioyes heauens amaine* 
But when your ſonnes in Oceans of their glory, 
Shut vppetheit day-bright ſhine,l dye forthought: 


So paſle my 10yes as doth a new plaid ſtorie, 
And one poore ligh breaths all delight to novght, 


Soto my felfe I live not,but for you, 
For you I liue, and you I loue, but none elle: 
Ohthen faire cyes whole lightI live to viewe, 


Or poore forlornedeſ pis'd to live aloneels, 
Looke ſweete ſince trom the pi thof contemplation, 
Loue gathereth life,and liuing,breedeth paſſion, 


Eon. 1s « ; » at l » 4 S be mY 


XX VIII. 


Not cauſleſſe were you chriſtned (gentle flowers) 
The one of taith, the other fancies pride, 


Tonnet 


For ſhe who ouides both fah and fancies power, 
In your faire coloures wrapes hirluory fide: 

As one of you hath whitenes without ſtaine, 
Sol potleſle 15 my lone and neuer tainted: 
And as the other ſhadoweth faith againe, 


Such is my laſſe, with no fond chaunge acquainted: 
And as nor tirant ſonne nor winter weather, 
May ecuer chaunge ſweet Amarantbus hew: 


So ſhetho loue and fortune toyne together, 

V/ill neuer leaue to bee both faire and true: 
And ſhould I leaue thee then thou prettie elfe? 
Nay fiſt let Damon quite forget himlſelte. 


YES 


Sonnet AXIX, 


I feele my ſelfe endaungered beyond rea ſon, 
My death alrcadie twixtthe cup andlippe, 
Becauſe my proud deſire through curſed treaſon, 
Would make my hopes mount heauen,which cannot skip: 

My fancie ſtill requireth at my handes, 

Such thingesas are not, cannot,may not bee 
And my defircaltho my power with-ſtzndes, 
Will glue me winges,who neuer yet could flee: 

What then remaines except my maimed ſoule, 
Extort compabsion from loue-flyinz age, 

Or if nought els their furye may controwle, 


To call on death that quels affections rage. 
Which death ſhall dwell with me and never flice, 


Since yaine deſire ſeekes that hope doth denie. 


> _ + xmas, 


Sonnet X X13. 


[ doe compare vato thy youthly cleare, 
(hich alwates bydes within thy lowring prime;) 
The moath of 4prill, that bedewes our clime 
'/ith pleaſant flowers, when as his ſhowers appeard, 
Betore thy face, ſhall flie falſe crueltic, 
Before his face, the doa ly ſeaſon fleetes, 
Milde beene his bokes, thine eyes are full of lweetes: 
Firme 1s husccourle, firme 15 thy loialtie, 
He paints thefieldes th rough liquid chriftall ſhowers, _ 


Thou paint'ſt my verſe with Palls learned flowers: : 
With Zephirus {weet breath he fils the plaines, 


And thou my hart with weeping ſighes dooſt wring, 


His browes are dewd wuh mornings chriſtall ſpring, 
Taou mak |} my eyes with teares bemoane my paines, 
G 2, Denoide 


Sonnet A X XT: 


De:roide of reaſon,thrale to fookſh ire, 
I walke and chaſe a lauage fuirie (till, 
Now neere the flood,[traight on the mounting hill, 
Now midſt the woodes of youth, and vaine defire: 
For leaſh I bearea cord of carefull oriefe, 
For brach I lcad an ouer forward minde, 
My houndes are thoughtes, and rage diſpairing blind, 
Paine,crueltie, and care without rehete: 
Burt they percetuing that my ſwift purſute, 
My flying fairte cannot ouertake, 
\With open mouthes their pray on me do make, 
Like hungrie houndes that lately loſt their ſure. 


And full of furie on their maiſter feede, 


To haſten on my hapleſle death with ſpecc o, 


Sonner XXXlI 


A thouſand times to thinke and thinke the ſame, 
Totwo faire cies to ſhow anaked heart, 
Greatthirſt with bitter licor to reſtraine, 

To take repaſt of care and crooked ſmart; 
To ſigh tull oft without relent of yre, 
Co dye tor gricte and yet conceale the tale, 
To others will to faſhion my deſire, 
To pine in lookes diſguiſd through penciue-pale; 

4 ſhort diſpight,a faith ynfained true, : 

To loue my foe,and ſet my life at nought, 
ith heedleſle cies mine endlefle harmes to viewe,  _ 
A willtofl p cake,a feare totel}the thought, 

To hope for all, yet for dif] paireto dic, 


Is of my life the certaine deſtenie. 


7TYZNYD 


Sonnet < AZALIHI. 


When firſt (weet Phillis (whom I mult adore) 
Gan with her beauties bleſle our wondnog skie, 
Theſonne of Rhea, from their fatall ſtore 
Made allthe Godsto grace her Maieſtie, 

Apollo farſt his golden rayes among, 
Did forme the beauty of her bounteous eyes: 
. Hp grac't her with his ſweet melodious ſong, 
And made her ſubic ofthis pockies. 


The warriour Mars, bequeath'd her fierce diſdaine, 


Venus her ſmile, and Phabe all her fayre, 
Python bus voyce, and Ceres all her graine, 


The morae herlockes.and fingers did repayTre. 


Youny Love; his bowe, and Thetis gaue her tecte: 


Cl) 2 DI: uſe, Pailasher ſcience frwecte. 
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Sonnet XXXINL 


I would in rich and golden coloured raine, 

With tempting ſhowers 1n pleaſant ſort aſcend, 
Into faire Phillis lappe(my louely friend) 
When ſleepe hir ſence with ſlomber doth reſtraine. 

[l would be chaunged to a milk-white Bull, : 
When midſt the gladſome heldes ſhe ſhould appeare, 
By pleaſant finencs to ſurpriſe my deere, 

\Thilzſt from their ſtalkes,ſhe pleaſant lowers did pull 


I were content to wearte out my paine, 
To bee Nar/i/'us ſo ſhe werea ſpring = 
To drowne 1n hir thoſe woes my heart do wring: 
And morel with tranſformed to remaine: 

T bat whuleſt I thus in pleaſures lappe did lye, 


I mizht refreſh deſire,which elſe would die. 


Sonnet XXXV. 
I hope and feare, pray and hould my peace, 


Now freeze my thoughtes and [tratzht they fric againe, 
7 now admire and ſtraight my wounders ceaſe, 


I looſe my bondes and yet my (elte reſtrain: 
This likes me moſt that leaues me diſcontent, 


My courage ſerues and yet my heart doth faile, 
My will doth chime whereas my hopes are; pent, 


Thaughat loue,yet when he comes Iquaile. 
The more I ſtrige,the duller bide I ſtill, 


Iwould beethrald,and yet 1 freedomeloue, 

I would redreſle,yet hourly feede myne ill, 

Iwould repine,and dare not once re proue, 
And for my loueI am berett of power, 


And ſtrengthleſleſtriue my weaknes to dcuoure. 


It 


Sonnet XXRYV |, 


If ſo I ſeckethe ſhades, I preſently doe ſee 
The God of Loue forfakes his bow and ſitte me by: 
If that I think to write, his Muſes plyant be, 
If ſo I plaine my griefe, the wanton boy will cry. 
It 1 lament his pride, he doth increaſe my paine, 
If teares my cheeks attaint, his cheeks are moiſt with mone, 
It I diſcloſe the woundes the which my hart hathſlaine, 
Hetakes his Faſcia oft, and wipes them dry anone, 
If ſo I walke the woodes, the woodesare his delight, 
It Imy {elfe torment, he bathes hym in my blood : 
He will my ſouldiourbeif onceI wend to fight, 
If ſeas delight, he ſtears my Barke. amidlt the flood: 
In breetfe, the cruell God doth neuer trom me goe, 
Bur makes my laſting loue cternallwith myWwoe. 


Sonnet XXXV1[|. 


Thele fierce inceſſant waues that ſtreame along my face, 
Which ſhow the certaine proofe of my nere-ceaſing & pains, 
Fayre Phillis are no teares that trickle from my brains: 

For why ſuch ſtreames of ruth, within me find no place. 
Theſe floods that wet my cheeks,are gathered fro thy grace 
And thy perfections,8& from hundreth thouſand flowers 
Which from thy beauries ſpring: wherto I medly ſhowers 
Of Role and Lillyes to, the collours ofthy face. 

My loue doth ſerue for fire,my hart the fornace is, 


Theaperries of my ſighes augment the burning flame, 
The Limbique is myne eye thatdoth diſtillthe ſame : 
And by how much my fire is vioſentand ſlye, 

By ſo much dothit cauſe the waters mount on hie, 

That ſhowrefrom out mine eyes, for to aſſwage my miſle. 


V/ho 
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Sonnet XXXV11}. 
Pho lyues inthrald to Cupid and his flame, 
From day to day is chang'd in ſundry ſort: 

T he proofe whereof my ſelfe may well report, 
Who oft transformd by him may teach the ſame, 

I arſt was turnd into a wounded Hart, 

That bare the bloodie arrow in my ſide: 
Then to a Swanne that midſt the waters glide, 
With pittious voyce prefagd my deadlie ſmart. 
Eft-ſoones I waxta faint and fading flower, 
Then was I madea fountaine ſuddaine dry, 
Diſtilling allmy tearesfrom troubled eye: 
Novy am I Salamander by his power, 

Liuing in flames, but hope ere long to be 
A voice, to talke my Miſtreſle maicſtie. 


Sonnet XKXXX1R, 


My matchleſle Miſtreſſe, whoſe delicious eyes 
- Hauepowerto pertect natures priuie wants, 
Euen when the Sunne in greate(t pompe did ryſe, 
With pretty tread, dyd preſſe the tender plants. \ 
Each italk whilſt forth ſhe ſtalkes,to kyſle her feete 


Is proud with pompe, and prodigall of [lweete. 


Her fingers faire in fauouring euery flower 

That wooed theyr Juory for a wiſhed touch : 

By chaunce ({weet chaunce) ypon a bleſſed hower, 

Did pluckthe flower where Loue himſelfe did couch. 
Where Loue did couch, by fummer toyle ſuppreſt, 
And ſought his ſleepes within lofweete aneſt. 


The Vurgins hand thatheld the wantonthrall, 
Impriſoned him withintheRoſe-ate leaues : 
And twixt her teares, vvith fauour did cnſtall 
The louely Roſe, where Loue his reſt receaues. 
The lad that felt the ſoft and ſvveet fo nye, 
'Drownd in delights, diſdaines his liberty, 


And layd, let Venus ſeeke another ſonne, 
Foxheare my onely matchleſſe Mother 1s: | 
 Froyh'vvhoſefayre orient Orbes thedrinke doth ronne, 
abdGhes my ſtate with-greater blis: 
ws ſayd, heſuckt, my Miſtreſle bluſhing ſmyld, 
»». -SinceLoue yvas both her priſoner and her child. 
Reſem- 


Sonnet x |. 


Reſembling none, and none fo poore as 1, 


Poore to the yyorld,and poore in each elteeme, 


Wholc farſt borne loues;at firſt obſcurd did die, 
And bred no fame but flame of bace miſdeeme. 


Vnder the Enfigne of vyhoſetyred pen, 
Loves legions forth haue maskt, by others masked: 


—— 


Thinke hovy Ilyue wronged by ill ronged men, 
Not Maiſter ofmy ſelfe, toall vyrongs tasked. 
Oh thou that canſt,and ſhe that may doeall things, | 


Supporttheſc langwiſhing conceits that perriſh, z 
Looke ontheyrgrowth: perhaps theſefillie ſmallthings '; 
May winnethis worldly palme, ſo you doe cherriſh, 

Homer hath vowd, and I with him doe vowe thys,” 

He yyilland ſhall reuiue, if you alowe thys.. 


Siren pleaſant, for toreaſon, 


All thy ſmiles 1 deemed prutty. 
Fu ſt of all my truſt deceined, 
Siren pleaſant, foe to reaſon, 
Faind acceptance when } acked, 


Holy wowes but hart wnholly, 


eAn Ode. 


N Owe ? find thy lookes Were fained, 
Quickly loſt ,and quick/ie gained : 

Soft thy skenne, like Wooll of Weathers, 

Hart wnſtable, light as feathers. 

T ongue wntruſtie, ſubril ſighted, 

Wanton Will, with change delighted: 


Cupid plague thee for this treaſon, 
Of thine eyes, I made my mirror, 


/ From thy beautie came mime error, 
eAll thy words I counted wut, 


T by falſe teares that me agriened, 


Cupid plague thee for this treaſon. 


Lonely words With cunning marked, 


Wretched man my truſt was folly : 


Lillie white and prettie winking, | 
Sollemne vorres,but ſorry no ; 
Siren pleaſant, foe to reaſon, ; 
Cupid plague thee for this treaſon, 


Now I ſee O ſeemely cruell, 
Others \warme them at my fuel, 
Wit ſhall guide me m this durance, 
Simce mm loue is no aſſurance. 


Change thy paſture, take thy pleaſure, 


Beanti ts a fading treaſure, 
Siren pleaſant, foe to reaſon, 
Cupid plague thee for this treaſon. 


Pre youth luſts rot age {till follow, 
And make White theſe rreſſes yellow, 
Wrinckled face for lockes delightfull, 
Shall acquaint the Dame acſpightfull : 
Ana I A time ſhall eate thy glory, 

T hen too late thou wilt be ſorry, 

Suen pleaſant, for to reaſon, 

Cupid plague thee for thy treaſon. 


(a Ihe complaint, of Elfred. 


H E filent ſhadowes with their mothers yaile, 
The brigitterlampe of Heauentrom Thetis hid : 
Apolloes l:(ter in her (tarrie raile, 
Along her lower ſpheare in tryumph rid, 
When I by Seuerns beauteous banckes alone, 
Encountred with this wotull viſion. 


A dolefull Queene in ſemblance and array, 
Attended by a princely looking lafle : 
Amidſt the waltring waue inforc't her way, 
And landed there where 1 lamenting was : 
Both ſeemd of royall birth, and well begotten, 
Alcho their weedesthrough eld and wette were rotten. 


Theleaues in Autumne fall not downe fo faſt, 

As I1quid chriſtall drop ped fromtheir eyes: 

But yvhen their ſtornuie teares were ouer-palt, 

(The filent ſpokl-men of their nuleries) 
They fate them downe where I amaz'd remained, 
And thus their falls lucceſsiuely complained. 


Amidſt the troopes 0! frhoſe vvhom tyrant Fate 
Hath ledde in trvumph to their time- leſſe graue; 
Let yvot4ll Elftred yveepe her wretched ſtate, 
Whole ſtorie merrits ſome regard to haue. 

V Vho once inthron'd,and now to fortune thrall, 
May teach ſucceſsions to auoyde my fall, 


VYVithin 


The complaint 
\Vithin that Region where proud-byllowed Rhine, 
Doth animate the babes of truitfull carth: 
And baines the boſome of the {welling Vine: 
From thence my of-ſpring came,and thence my byrth 
In ſyvathing clowtes, tor happy Princeſie heried, 
Inſhrowding ſheete, a hapleſle Princefle buried, 


What ſaid I, buried? Jin f1luer vvaue, 
hat ſaid I, ſhrowded? Tin liquid ſheete. 
The vvater both my winding ſheete and graue, 
Which ſtifling me, for pitty leemd to greete : 
But where the life ſo wretched did become, 
V'Vhat talke I of the death, the ſhrowd, the Tombe ? 


V Vhea fiſt I ſuckt the ſyvectes of fubtile ayre, 

Liketoa Comet gathered m the North, 

(V Vhich in the vernall ſeaſon makes repayre) 

V Vith me all natures ritches iflued forth. 
They that beheld, admird,and did preſage 


By infance, the honours of myne age. 


The fame that ſhould preſent my facts to view, 
AsI trom cradle crept, lo gathered wing : 
As grew my beauties,fo his feathers grew, 
As waxt my worth, ſo was he preſt to ſpring, 
As yeeresincreaſt, from earthto trees he ſprung, 


From trees to towers, from whence my fame he ſung. 
Thus 


of Elfred. 


Thus through continuall motion growing great,” 
His many feathers hatcht as many eyes, 

His eyes, as many tongues forto intreate, 

His tongues,as many eares to harken cryes. 


Which teathers,eyes,tongues, cares,he cuer frames 


To paint our praiſe,and beuit our endlefle blames. 


Thys monſtrous babe (that rents his moth&&breſt, - 

Tofillthe world with tragick hiſtoric) 

To regiſter my beauties neuer ceaſt, 

Where-through, each eare that heard the nouelty, 
Summons each ſence with wonder to behold, 
If beauties were ſogreatasthey were told. 


The Germaine Lords, my Fathers neighbour freends, 

(For why my Father was a GermainePeere) 

Wilhng to ſce the face which Fame commends,*. 

Doe haunt his Court, and like and loue me deere. 
All wooe, none winne, for Fortune would ir lo, 
To ſette me hie, at laſt to caſt me low. 


Atlength, tarre bruited through hys famous = 2 
Renowned Humber terror of hys = 4 
(More feard then Jou'd of euery Germaine Knight) | 
Came to our Court, and {aw mein my prime: 
All like a mayden-roſe, as yet vntainted, 
Where-with each touch deſires to be cual 
[. 


% 


Hys 


The complaint 
His power, his/perſon farrebeyond report, 
His promiſe to enſtall me in a throne : 
_ His working words which mercy might extorr, 
Had power to falhion loue where firſt was none: 
Sothattwo Damlels with my ſelte agreed, 


To waight from him our fortunes and good ſpeed. 


Thus we with armed eyes, whence loue did forage 
The richeſt treaſures of his tender hart, 
Inſpyred Humber by our lookes with courage, 
With him from Germaine ſoyle we did depart: 
For him, our friends, for him, our land we left, 
With him, of friends, lands, life we were bereft. 


His myghty minde which hunted after fame, 
(Fore-ſtaling each occaſion of delay: ) 
His warliketroopes to tedious martch did frame, 
Till all arriu'd where as his ſhyppes did ſtay, 
Wewere embarckt, and by propitious wind, 
Within th' Albanian Coaſt did harbor find. 


Herthat hath ſceenethe daughters of the skye, 

The njyracles of nature in the fielde, 

V'Vhoaftertheyrimperaall chieftaine flye, 

Andcull ſuch comforts as the fpring doth yeeld, 
How each his taske, how all themſelues reuiue 


* Athis commaund, for to enrich theyr Hiue: 
Or 


of Elltred. 
Or as the royall Monarcke of the Ants, 


Arranging of his little-labouring traine, 

(In Summer tyme tore-{ceeing Winters wants) 

By theyr indeuours ſtores his neſt with graine, 
Where each induſtrious elfe for common good, 


Doth gather, ſeeke, regather happy foode. 


So ſtriue theſe Scithian warriours, to expreſle 

Their dunes to theyr Prince by induſtie: 

Some pitch theyr Tents,and ſome theyr Armes addrefle, 

Some fcoute, ſome forage allthe Country nie. 
The Plow-mans hope,the thrifty Husbands tillage, 
Is now become the waſt-full ſouldiours pillage. 


Stout Albanaft as then the Scottish King, 

Hearing of Humbers proud inuaſion: 

To ſtoppe ambition leaſt it further ſpring, 

Attended by the flower of all lis Nation, 
Encountered him, and that his barbarous band, 
End cuouring force, by force for to withſtand. 


Then preſled forth from depth of horrid hell, 
The babes of wreaktull warre with threatning browes; 
Reuengefull Wrath,and ſleepleſſe Enwietell, 
Prodigious Feare her trembling lymmes did rowſe: 
And fleſh-leſle Death, ledde blood-afteting Murther, 


The tragicke change of fortune for to further, 
Iz The 


The complaint 
The Husbands ſcithe was chaunged to a (word, 
The Coblers-aulcinto a ſturdie launce: 
Peace was obſcurd, of warre was euery word, 
All prayd to Fortune for ſucce{-full chaunce, 
That fits inthrond on herinconſtant ſeate, 
And helpesthem molt who leaſt her helpe intreate. 


As when to purge exceſsiue moyſt, deſcending 
From Saturns ſpheare, or els ſuperfluous heate 
Styrd vp by Mars, Toue (common good intending) 
Sends lyghtning-flaſhto lay theyr angry threate. 
So vviſer heads that knew the ſcourceof warre, 


= 
Sought ſooth-faſt meanes to mittigate the 1arrce. 


But asa troope of fierce incenſed Bulles, 
The Heard{-mans ſtrokes or threats doe ſette atnought : 
So they whole rankorous rage their 1udgment dulles, 
Had little unde to peace or peace-full thought. 

«« Who fight for Crownes, ſet lite, ſer all to light, 

©« Who aime fo hie, will die or hit the white. 


The battailes ioynd, heauen mournd to ſee them ioyne, 
The burniſht Armes, heauens brighteſt beautie baſh : 
Og warlke-ſteades with many a farall foine, 

\The moodie men at Armes together daſh. 

The Heauens toſee,the Earthto beare did grone, 


What God confents to ſet theſe 1arres at one *? 
| As 


of E ſired. 


As whena troope of harueſt thriftie ſwaines, 

VVith cutting {cithes earth ripned ntchesmoyye : 
Whole ſheaues of Corne lye {trewd vpon the plaines, 
So fall the Scots before the conquering foe. 


My Humber gaind both kinzdome and renowne, | 
And Albanatt loſt life, his ſtare, his Crowne. 


When Albanaft loft life, his ſtate, his crovyne, 
Then we our lyues, our ſtates, our crownes attained : 
We came to conquerand to put him downe, 
And what we ſought, by warlike ſword we gained. 
Ceſar no more then Humber could intend) 
Who came, vyho ſaw, who conquered i inthe end. 


But (vvoe is me) promotion is a puffe, 

Theſe vvorldly honors are but ſhades of ſweetes ; 

V'Vho ſecke too much, before they gette enough,... 

Before they meete the meane, with death doe meete.. 

__VVithdeaththey meete, the Hauen of all defire, 
VVhere will muſt waine,and pride cannot aſpire. 


For vyhen Locrinus with his vvarlike brother, =. 
His vyarlike brother Cambre, ynderſtood = 
Hovy parcwall Fortune which deſerts doth ſmother, % 
Had brought to nought the neſtling oftheyr brood: 
They ſeuied men, © nd forth without incomber, ® 
And fought,and gaind, and tryumpht ouer Humber. ' 
I 3. Then 


The complaint 
Then fled my loue,who thought the world ſhold flic him, 
And what he fledde,he mette with ere he ſought it, 
For why the floods that paſſage did denie him, 
' Dent'de him not the death, betore he thought it : 
And in that flood which terminats the boned, \Wheron the 


watrcrs-are 


Twixt England 8 twixt Scotland,death he found. calledHum- 


ber waters 
_ . , . tO th 5 da X 
There death he foud,with many a warlike Knight. oat 


There tound we thraldome, farre more worſe then death, 
Cordes were our Crownes,our dainties were deſpight, 
My ewo conforts (aie's me) there loſt their breath. 
There loſt 7fricnds,there loſt 1 helpes,there hope, 
But loe my fortune aymes at higher ſcope. 


For whereT loſt my loue, my friends, my hope, 
There found ] hope,therc faithful friends, there loue : 
And whilſt I went faſt fertered ina rope, 
Weeping ſuch teares as might compaſsion moue, 

I was preſented by owed hand, 

Toſtoute Locrinus King of Logiers land. 


V/ho like that thunder- threatning Potentate, 

The Arbiter of changes and WM” e, 

Sate lightning forth F Reb lookesas mightamate 
Warre-breeding Mars, the countercheck of peace : 
Him when I aw, 1 ſhooke, and ſhaking wept, 
And weeping,to his throne for mercy crept. 


And 


of Elftred. 


And whilſt I rent my careleſſe-ſcattered locks, 
Thoſe tricked trammels where true loue was tangled, 
Ar Locrimns breaſt tor mercy tancie knocks, 
Shadowed inſ{eemely lookes where-with loue angled: / 
And when I cry 'd,O pitty me my King, 
His eyes cry'd pitty me, by woe looking, 


Each motion of mine eyes,enforc't commotion 
Betwixt his will and reaſon whatto aunſwere: 
(But will where loue will rule, muſt haue promotion. ) 
My ute firlt paſt for life, with liſtoing eare 
He heard, and graunted what 1 did require, 
Ennobling of my life by his deſire. 


My bonds newe broke, and [ from fetterslos'd, 
As mount the brother twinnes from waterie yaſt, 
Vithin fayre Thetis liquid lappe fore-clos'd, 
So from their humbled cloſures lightned faſt 
My louely lampes, which earſt made interceſgon, 
And by one looke, ofall harts tooke poſseſsion. 


All wonder, and with dazeled eyes with- draw then, 
Onely the right-borne Egle by theſe lights 
Approu'd his birth-right, "and no foner ſaw them 
Apparailedin hope, and choyce delights, 
But vp he lookes,by ſuddaine Goh confounded, 
And I by elte-hke ſight, was likely wounded, 


««Fyr 


The complaint 
* © For yyhere there growes a ſimpathic of harts, 
* «© Each paſsion in the one, the other paineth, 
*© And by each cariage ofthe outward parts, 
( VVherein the atuall worke of loue remaineth) 
Theinward gr iefes, miſlikes, and 1oyes are tought : 
And cuery ligne bewraics a ſecrete thought. 


Short tale to tell, Locrinus had the palme 

And intereſt in all my beſt deſseignes: 

Each kifſe I lent him, breathed Indian balme 

To cure his woundes, to breake aftections cheines 
He had Loues Moly growing 0n my pappes, 
To charme a hell of forrow and miſhappes. 


Loe hcere my ſecond ſteppe to high eſtate, 
Now marke my ſecond fall and ocechrow! 
Beholdin me the tragedy of fate, 
Thetrue Idea of this worldly woe: 
The Eris and Erynnis that proccedes 
From wretched life, that truſts to Fortunes weedes. 


Locrinus freed from hoſtile detriment, 
Poſleſtofloue by me,and me by loue: 
(Whoſe "7708 vnto his loue gaue nutriment) 
Whether by fatall motion from aboue, 
Or Wen the hote ſuggeſtions of his Lords, 


Vnto a nd loue at laſt accords. 


To 


of Elftred. 


To Guendolen,to Guendolen (woe's me) 

To Corineus daughter, by conſult 

My deere Locrinus mult eſpouſed be, 

Euen heere gan Fortune proudly to inſult. 
What ſa yd I, to inſult, nay rather Taigne, 
For hence hi tyranny he did maintaine. 


The Engliſh King God knowes againſt his will, 
(Orcls 4.5 will,farre diftered from his vowes) 
His Nobles intimations to fulfll, 
The Corniſh Guendolena did ej poule. 
Shee got the Crowne, tho I was promilt faire, 


And he by her begot a royall heyre. 
Then to my pride, rebated by her ryſing, 


No day, no night, could paſſe me without plaint: 
My thoughts were pentiue, tu] of fad ſurnuſing, 
My dreames, ſome dreadtull domage did depaint. 

Aloud my conſcience tolde, and I confeſt it, 
My life was looſe,and bad me to deteſt it. 


I feard Locrimusthrough his new contract, 
Should grow in hatred of his auncient cho yce: 
I faw my credite vvas eegy crackt, 
My lite condemnd for leud by common yoyce. 
And what is worſe? I knew the Queene neal 


That but with death her wrath ſhould not be ended. 
K. Amidſt 


The complaint 
Amidſt theſe thriuing thoughts, whilſt I aſſaicd- 
ith vaine-afteted hopes, to ouer-top 
'The true-1nflicted panes my hart betraid, 
Locrinus came : and by ſweet words did ſtop 
The breach, which guilty conſcience and voreſt 
Had made, within the rampayres of my breſt. 


The ruines which inceſſant feare prouokt, 
By his well tempered reaſons were renewed: 

My halfe-dead 10yes whom danger long had chokr, 
Vere cheer'd with kifles which ſweet words inſewed. 
Hys words attended by truth-meaning teares, 

Rauiſht my hart, through myne attentiue cares, 


Tho Guendolen (faith he) doth tyranniſe, 

YetElFtred isthe ſoueraigne of my foule : 

Thi nforced lollace, like to vapour flies 

That hath no power repining harts to towle. 
And wrelſted wedlocks breed but hated heate, 
Where no loue ſeemes fo ſweet, as ſtolne and ſecrete. 


Ah, temporiſe my loue a little ſeaſon; 
And reape the ripning harueſt of all pleaſure : 
Gleaneall my loues,and doe me bur this reaſon, 
To ſcrue occaſ10n tyll ſhe gyues thee ſeafure. 
Rent out thy feares to mindes more bace and abieQ, 


And truſt thy lyte to me , thy beauties ſubzeR. 


Diſpa- 


of Elftred. - 
Diſparage not my hope by thy miſdeeming, | 
The neſt is thine,altho the Cuckow hatch there: 
Loue lyucs not there where Jookes make louely-ſceming, 
Beare witnes heauens, I neuer meant to match there. 
But I inforlt to flye a further miſchiefe, 
In colour her, in hart doe hold thee chiefe. 


All theſe and more,fweet chaines of honny ſpeech, 
Deliuered by a trick Herculean tongue, 
Able to tice all cares, andall griefes teach, 
So rooted vp my ſorrowes asthey ſprung, 
That hope ſuruiu'd,and 1oy exhaled oreefe: 
«< For perfect loue 15 quickeſt of beleete. 


Andto eftet his honny promiſe plighted, 
No pleaſures were vnſought to yeeld me ollace; 
The darkſome care which my harts hope benighted, 
T he ſunne-ſhine of his princly loue did chace. 
Delight in ſhowers of gold, in harmonie, 
In cunious gemmes, was ſent to pleaſe mine eye. - 


And to aſſure my lyfe and his content, 
A ſecond Cretan wonder he began, 
Wherein nor wanted arte nor ornament, 
Nor curious worke of high conceited man: 
By hundreth waies,and twice as mickle winding, 


Croſt,and recrolt, beyond all ſearchers finding, 
K z Not 


The complaint 
Not that Coloſſus reared vp in Rhodes, 
Nor hanging Gardens hovering inthe sky : 
Nor allthe wonderous manſions and ar 
In Egipt, Lemnos, or in [taly, 
Eyther for riches, cunning, or expence, 
Might match this Laborinth for excellence. 


Within thys Maze and curious Cauel kept, 
And thole the Saphires of my ſhyning eyes 
Long wakned by my feares, in quiet ſlept. 
Heere when Locrinus liſt to wantonnile, 
I payd him trybute for thoſe gfits he ſent me, 
 Withall the ſweets that God and naturelent me. 


So long 1n lyſtes of pleaſure didweſtriue, 
Till both affections mutually agreed, 
The happy heauensa Trophie did remue, 
A Trophie of ourtryumph and good ſpeede : 
Apretty b abe for me to ſtay wichall, 
A louely child for hym to play withall. 


Then loe the fire regathered moodie might, 
Long ſmothered in the embers of ſuſſ pect: : 
Inmealone Locrinustooke delight, 
And ſo my new-borne Sabrine did ate, 
That nor his wife, her ſonne, or ought could moue him 
.To leave my loue, who did ſo deerely lone him. 
Miſlikes 


of Elftred, 


«« Miſlikes are filly lets where Kings reſolue them, - 
«« Where counſaile-chafing will hath em pery, 
«« Deedes are too prelt for reaſon to diflolue them. 
«« In mighty 3/3 d grounded vanity 
«< Like Juie ſprings, that ceaſleſſe never ſtoppeth, 
© Vntmllher neighbour-Oake ſhe ouer-toppeth, 


Locrinus hearing ofthe hapleſle date 

Of Corineus, Guendolenues Father: 

Now gan totempeſt forth his ſmothered hate 

He durſt not threaten forth, or publiſh rather : 
And both his wife, and his vahappy chyld, 


From Crowne,from Court, from fauour quite exild. 


Then was | drawnte like that ſea-foſtered Queene, 

From thoſe obſcurer pryſons of myglory, 

And brouzht abroade in tryumphe to be ſcene: 

Nene durſt y pbraid, though many harts were ory. 
All likt my lookes, tho each one curſt my life, 
To ſee a harlot1o ſupplant a wife. 


But asthe Sunne in March, is held vnholeſome 

For ſtirring vmors, and not laying them : 

Filling the eanh and ayre with moiſtnes fulſome, 
Yet not reſoluing or decaying them, 
So was Locrinus blamed for this action : 


Whobrought to head ——— a niche] faction. 5\ 


K 3 


" For 


The complaint 

For Guendolen,with that heroick ſprite 

Where-with her Father was cnoblcd erſt, 

To wreake on me her Miriades of deſpight, 

The ſentence of her wrongs by power reuerſt, 
Her harmes,by armes, ſhe vowd to ſatiſ-he, 
And heereonleuied a mighty Armie. 


And thus attended ia tryumphant order, 

And garded by her warlike Cornisb crew, 

She pitcht her field, neere to thoſe banks which border 

This azure-mantled ſtreame, where now we rewe. 
The King that ſets a womans threates at nought, 
Preſt men, and met hys foe, and with her fought. 


But ſo would Fortune, (fie on Fortune fickle) 

That by a ſhaft Locrinus was confounded : 

His ſcattered troopeslike ſheaucs before the ſickle, 

Fell downe,or fled, or died deadly wounded. 
Ahguiltleſſe ſoules,they perriſht for my ſinnes, 
And from theyr fall, my tragedy beginnes. 


Ah Fortune,nurfe of fooles, poyſon of hope, 

Fuell of vaine deſires, deſerts deſtruction, 

Impugner of preuentions, errors ſcope, 

Suppoſ, ed (oueraigne through our vaine conſtruction, 
Princeſſe of Paganiſme, roote of umpietie, 


Deulll on carth masked in deitie ; 
Scorne 


of Elſtred. 
Scorne of the learned, Follies eldeſt fi ſter, 
Baſtard of tyme, begot by yaine opinion 
Againſt thy power, O peeuiſh proud reſiſter, 
Mother of bo es, and Mhitrefle ot i]hafion, 
Vampe of vaine glory,double faced ſhroe, 
Whoſe ſmyles at firſt luccesfull, end in woe. 


It was not thou, (tho worldly wits accuſe thee) 

That ſette Mount Gibel of my plagues a burning : 

It was not thou, my conſcience doth excuſe thee, 

It was my ſinne that wrought myne ouer-turning, = 
It was but iuſtice, from the heauens inflicted 


On luſtfull life, defamed and convicted. 


As whenthe poule that ynder-props the Vine, 

Is reft away, the crimſon cluſters fall, 

And asthe buildings ſuddainly dickns. 

That want the meanes to ſtay them vp wathall: 
So when the King,and all his cruſty freends_ 
VVerefled or "Wig then loe mine honour ends. 


My lvttle daughter left alone with me, 

Both traner fing the fatail blood-dewd plaine : 

More fit to te Kc then flecte avyay to flee, 

Aclaſt arciu'd where as my loue ay ſlayne: (breeding, 
Ohſlayiag ſight, vvounds vyounding, death,death 
Palelookes (yee (eales of ſorrovy) palenes feeding, 


Syvecte © 


The complaine 
Sweet Image of his lyuing excellence, 
Whilſt thus it lay (ah-las that thus it lay) 
Impatient greete would leaue me no defence, 
I cald on death, butteares wept death away. 
His woiſt was paſt, Ihgh'd, but ſighes nor ſlender 
Teares worke no truce, but where the hart is tender. 


And asthe ſtraw vnto the Jetie faſt cleaueth, 

So clunge I both myne armes about his necke : 

Pouring my plaints in cares that nought conceaucth, 

Ah loue (quoth 1) vnkind,why doſt thou checke, 
Why doſt thou mate the minds that moſt admure thee, 
And in our needes, inconſtant thus retire thee? 


Breathe life in him againe, or leaue me breathleſſe, 
Or from thine enuious tryumphantthrone, 
Send forth Deſpayre with locks vnkemprt and wreathleſle, 
To ioyne by death two ſoulesin life but one. 
And ſince atonce our harts thou did(t inſpire, 
Let bothof vs (O Loue)at once expire. 


Oh ſpent on barraine ground, my flood-like weeping 
Loue would not heare: tho gan trembling try 
 Ifkiflescould rene his ceaſleſle ſleeping, 
But death repines theſe baites of tond defire. 

I fuckt his wounds, and wrapt them round about, 


But (ah) the life betore was iſJued our. 


of Elftred. 


I aynting fell,enfeebled through my ſufferaunce, 
My child that ſaw me fall, for griefe fell by me : 
I wept, ſhe cryde, both gauegriefe ſuſtenaunce, 


1 fainted,and ſhe fainting layd her nic me. 
Euen what kyſt, ſhe kiſt, and what 1 layd 
She fayd, and what | fear'd, made her afrayd. 


For cuery ſigh,a ſigh, for euery teare, 
Ateare, ſhe was no niggard of her moane ; 
Ah beauties bloſlome blaſted inthe care, 
Thou daughter ofthe haplefle wotful one, 
The croppes of cares together muſt thou gather, 
And looſe at once, both Mother, life, and Father. 


Whilſt thus we breath'd our Elegjes of ſorrow, 

Not recking who beheld, or who ſurpris'd vs, 

The freo-booked that raunge the Champion thorow, 
(Who by our robes, of ſome high race ſurmis'd vs) 


Layd hands on vs, and brought vs to the Queene, 


Who late tryumphant royally beſeene. 


Looke how fayre locked Iuno was afteced, 
When ſhe the monſter- queller d did behold, 

With ſelte-like proud-tull enmitic infected 

The Queene fate, hatching murthers manifold ; 
And as the wrathfull cempeſt, that doth Glow 


 Tnhigh-topttrees, long murmureth ereit blow, 
| > 


' 


The complaint 


So gan ſhe to cuacuate by her tongue, 
The Hydraes of revenge ſhe had intended: 
With tyring taunts at firſt my heart ſhe ſtoonge, 
And fierce vpbraydes with bitter buffets ended, 
Suborner of laſciuioulneſle;(ſhe cride) 
Haſt thou no vale of ſhame,thy lookes to hide > 


Miſgouern'd Minion,in whoſe wanton browes 

Theregiſters of wretched life are written: 

Suborner of contempr, laſciuious blowſe, 

By whom my ioyes were blaſted and froſt-bitten. 
Miſtreſle of murthers,looſeneſle, and what not? 
Now are you compalt in your proud complor. 


The Czdar tree is falne,that did protect you 

From euery ſtornue threat and hate I ment thee : 

* But now fierce rage by footſteps ſhall dire you 

Totimeleſle death ; for-thy vaine wretch repent thee, 
Thouart but dead: for death my hate muſt bound, 
Thy childe,thy ſeltetogether ſhall be drownd. 


This laid,ſhe wild the Miniſters to bind 
Our tender armes: and now pale feare addreſt 
Our wayning roſes,quite beyond theyr kind, 
To flic our cheekes,and helpe our hearts oppreſt, 
Feare ſommond teares,teares came,and ſtroue to ſtint 


A ceaſleſlc hate, within a hart of flint. 


But 


of Elftred. 
But weladay our Doomeſday was ordaind, 


For when the oceans of our moane aſſaild her: 

A ruthles rocke,deaf-cared,ſhe diſdaind, 

We faild not to ſubmit, but pittic faild her, 
Then lowlie-creeping proſtrate at her feete, 
In theſe laments for mercy intreate. 


Pittifull Queene(fayd I)vouchſafe t'aſſlommon, 

The parralleſt opinions of thy mind : 

And yet remembring thee thou art a woman, 

Hearethou with reaſon, not aftection blind : 
Then loe my proofes ro ſuch efte& ſhall ſort, 


As they from thee ſome pittic ſhall extorr. 


If vnder couert of ambitious riſing, 

Or fond intention to ſuggeſt the King, 

Or by complots of mine owne lewd deuiſing, 

I had furmiſd or practiſd anything, = 
Where-thirough Locrinus ſhould affe&t melo, 
Tuſt were my death,and1uſt mine overthrow. 


But happy heauens haue regiſtred the truth, 
They know my cauſe,and they can thee aſſure 
It was nor |, it wasthy husbands youth 
That made him loue,and traind him to the lure. = 
Whar ſhould poore Captiues doo? or whatſhould Þ |! _ 
Twere better loue and liue,than loath and die. 
1 


My 


The complaint 


My ſexe was weake, my ſencesfarre more weaker, 
Affictionstaught me to accept occaſion : 
I ama poore vuwilling wedlock breaker, 
L was vnable to withſtand inuaſion : 
For where the Conquerer crau'd, I knew full well 
He could commaund, if ſo 1ſhould rebell. 


What is the Wren, to wraſtle with the Gripe? 

_ Orminevnarmed will to reſolution? 

Although my beauty made aftetions ripe, 

His was the palme,and his the execution. 
My ſufferaunce was my fault, he did exadt all, 
He ſought, he taught me firſt for to enact all. 


Then mighty Soueraigne mittigate thine ire, 
For why I 1nn'd vawilling and enforced : 
And tho an exile, Jetme hence retyre. 

' Butif compaſsion be from thee diuorced, 

O let me die, and true compaſsion take 
Vpon my daughter, for her fathers ſake. 


Looke how in royall characters inchaſed, 

She beares the records of his haughty hart. 

Stoope princely mayde, be nut o lofty paced, 

Not whatthou wert thinke thou, but what thou art. 
Wil thou notſtoape? ahwretch, perhapsthou deemeſt 
The Queene will pardon, fince ſo ſweet thou ſeemeſt. 

| Fayre 


of Elſtred. 


Fayre-looking ſoule, how often did I ſeale 
Kiſſes yppon her cheekes, whulſt thus I pleaded ? 
But all in vaine for pitty I appeale, 
Sentence of death already was arreaded ; 
Faſt bound, to Senerns bancke I was condudted, 
Readie to lie, yet not to death inſtructed. 


Meane-while, my ſweet Sabrina weeping haſted 
To Graendolen, and with her little palme | 

| Strooke on her marble-breaſt, by no griefe waſted, 
Striuing by ſmiles her moody wrath to calme. 


She kiſt her hand,and ſtraight embraſt her ck 
Asif forcing merc1e by a beck. 


Pardon ſhe cry'd, oh Madam,ſaue my Mother. 
Yea Mother fo I cry'd, laid Sabrine tho. 
Ohlet me novy no longer ſorrow ſmother, 
But by my ſelfe capitulate my woe : 

Since none are fit,or meetelt to reueale it, 


Then thoſe who like my ſelfe, doe likewile feele it. 


I faw the death prepared for my lite, 
I faw the teares my Mother wept for me: 
 1faw the wotull louerand the wite, 
Th'one paſt pitty, th'other pittying me. ' 
I pitried both, th'one, wanting remorle, 
Th'other, ſince her plaints had little force.” * 
L 3 And 


The com plaint 
And both oftheſewithſclfe like pittie wounded, 
Beheld me,whillt I dallyed for my death: 
[ dallied with that lippe ch me confounded, 
The lippe that gaue eiechion to my breath, 
The lippe which through the office of the toUng, 
Made age-purſuing death to {eaſe on young. 


How much for thee ſweet mother did I flatter, 

Pledging tranſparantChriſtall for ſome pittic ? 
 Tknow, God knowes,God knowes, I know the matter, 

Will would nat heare the words of wanton prettie: 


Both,both muſt dye, I mother,thou muſt dye, 
Thou muſt be drownd,(weet mother,ſo mult I. 


As climes the auncient ſhaddow of the field, 
The Father-oake,whoſe rootes ſo deepely enter, 
As wherethe p reading boughes midſt heauens doo build, 
The reſt lyes cloſd in the Tartarian center : 
Whom fierce Vulturnus(wonder-working blaſt) 
Nor Southerne healthles wind can ouercalſt. 


So fat the Queene vndaunted and vntainted, 
Like to her ſelfe,an enuious minded woman: 
With no kind pleas,her eares would be acquainted, 
Away with them ſhe cryes. Ah-las that no man 
| Weepes now with me; forthen what creature curſt not 


| Thecruell Queene,tho reprehend they durſt nor, 


Then 


of Elitred, [ 
Sabrine. Then you and I ſweet Mother were led forth, 
Elftred. We were led foorth ſweet daughter to our laſt; 
Sabrine, Our words,our beauties had but little worth, 
Elftfed. So will the hneauens: that purelt,ſooneſt waſt. | 
Sabrine. I cride,help mother, help,when I was drowned, 
El5tred. Ah helples both, yet wanting hel pe renowmed. 


Thus caſt at once into the wofull waue, 

That laught for to embowell natures treaſures : 

I forſt my ſelte,my Sabrine for to ſaue, 

But death no time,no age,no reaſon meaſures. 
Helpe mother when thou crydit,I came ynto thee, 
And then Idied, when drowning did vndoe thee. 


Both dyed at once: the Annals of miſhap, 

\Wherein woe-tempted men may read theyr fortune: 

Sinceall are ſubject co the lelte like trap, 

And ſelte like death may ſweeteſt ſoules importune. | 

Sabrine. Ithus we dyed, yetnot with ſelte ike tame, 
For fiotiog Seuerne loues Sabrinaes name. 


So may he prattle (till ynto hrs vvaue, 
Sabrinaes name, whilſt brine ſaltteares lea weepeth: 
Andifthe Gods or men compalsion haue, 
Compaſlson that vvuh render hearts nere ſleepeth, 
Weboth ſhall liue. This laid, both ſoughttheir Tombe - 


Within the waues, and ſuncke ynto the bottome. 
The 


, > my, | 


4 
= The complaint 
Ihe Water-Nimphes with their vynkembed treſles, +0 
The byrds that ſaw the Water-Nimphes aſſembled BE: 
The fiſhes that were fedde by their diſtreſles, 
The floods with all of theſe, domes trembled : 


And I gotte home and weepingly thus pend it, 
Carelefle of thoſe that ſcorne and cannot mend it, 


EINIS. 
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